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CI want to show you my handwriting,' she said, 'and after
that we will go and see my mother.'
Charles asked her why she had waited till she was nineteen
to learn to write. 'What is that to you?' she said tartly;
*and I am not nineteen, only seventeen.'
Then we two followed her to her own home. We found
the doctor with her mother, who was bedridden, and, oddly
enough, he knew Charles. They went out together, leaving
me with the mother and daughter, and I spoke of Charles,
praising his good conduct, morality, and intelligence, vaunt-
ing the happiness of the woman whom he should choose as
his wife. They agreed with me that his face was a guarantee
of all I alleged.
As there was no time to lose, I told Cristina that she
must be on her guard at table, as it was possible that he might
be the husband Heaven had destined for her.
clf it should be so,5 I added, cyou will be very happy with
him, happier than you would have been with me, and as the
doctor knows him, he can tell you more about him than I
have time to tell you now.'
It gave me much pain to make this declaration; but
imagine my surprise! The young girl was calm, and in no
wise disconcerted. The sight of her tranquillity checked the
tears I was prepared to shed. After a pause she asked me if
I was quite sure that that handsome young fellow really
cared to marry her. This question reassured* me. I saw I
had been as much mistaken in her as she had been in me.
We dined rather late, and I carefully refrained from
talking, so as to give Charles a fair chance. I noticed with
pleasure that Cristina replied to him with ease and interest.
When they parted Charles said to her, cYou are worthy of a
prince.'
CI shall consider myself lucky,' she replied, *if you think
me worthy of you.'
On our return journey Charles spoke of nothing but his
good luck; he was over head and ears in love.
CI shall go,' said he, cto Count Algarotti to-morrow, and

